
TAKING A FAMILY
BAGS 10 THE SOIL

Being the Experiences of a Gov- .

eminent Clerk Who Sets Out

to Lower the High Cost of

Living.

When Jane got back from her trip to

Baltimore she vowed and declared
Sunny Knoll was plenty good enough
for her. After a week's absence she
was so anxious to get home she refused
to make the trip by boat, so came over

by train. It wan a blaring hot day,
Margery was cross and tired and Jane
was all tuckered out.
There isn't anything beautiful about

o\ir house, as houses go. It is not of
an architectural style that reminds you
of Chevy Chase or Cleveland Park or

others of the detached-house suburbs!
of Washington. There Is an old picket
fence in front of it. with about half the
pickets missing. The lawn wouldn't
pass muster at all where lawns art-

things of pride and tender cure. Last
year it grow up to ragweed and bur¬
dock. and Is so rough it has to be cut

with a scythe instead of a lawn mower.

The house is weatherbeaten and badly
in need of paint. The wooden support
of the porch has rotted away at one
corner, and at that corner the floor
sags dolefully. If you have driven
pi«-d rtur place when motoring in the
country, as it Is very likely >you may
h*v«> done, no doubt you have wonder¬
ed what manner of folks are content
to live in a house so destitute of at¬
tractions.
"Perhaps you even had a fleeting im-

?ulse of pitv for the "unfortunates."
f you did. it was very generous of

you. I'm sure. Hut the trouble is that
you were motoring by. Tf you had been
walking, now. you would have had
time to notice what grateful shade is
made bv our throe magnificent old
maple trees.

Some of the Attractions.
It may be the shade would have

tempted you Inside, to rest from the
heat atid dust of the road. Then you
Could have had a drink of water from

y our well or a glass of fresh, sweet
milk. Had you chanced by on churn¬
ing day. Jim or NVd would have lifted
the trapdoor and hauled up from the
well a tin pail of buttermilk, cool and
rich and with flecks of butter floating
in it. There would have been plenty
of it. and a second and a third glass
would have been urged upon you.

If its goodness inspired in you a wish
to be acquainted with its source. "Lady"
would have welcomed you with the quiet

HER ATTENTION.

dignity that goes with gentle breeding,flhe would have put out her moist, black
hose that you might fondle It and smell
the sweet. gi*ass-scented perfume of her
preath. Old "Bill," always Jealous of at¬
tention to the cow, would have ambled
tUV edging in between you and "Lady,"
confident of an affectionate slap and hope7ltd of a.sugar lump.
From the chicken house would have

oome the song of cheerful, busy hens,
hustling at the job nature has assignedthem, with an occasional cackle to pro¬
claim accomplishment. You may not care
especially for pig pens.some people don't,
I know.but had you sauntered over to¬
ward the one where "Blackie" dwells,
his eager, joyous grunts of anticipation
would have sent you to the barn for an
ear of corn that you might enjoy the sat¬
isfaction with which he cut it from the
cob and munched it. A pig and a boy, I
think, eat with more manifest pleasure
than any other animals.

Inviting in the Shade.
You might not care about my garden,

either, for it's hot out there in the sun.
No doubt the hammock or the old rock¬
ing chair with the hickory split bottom
would seem more inviting to one weary

t from long walking. The singing of lo-
cus;s and the droning of bees are soothing
on a summer's afternoon, and if there is
a vagrant breeze blowing anywhere we
nearly always get a share of it. If they
lulled you into a nap no apology would
have been expected. A good many people
walk up and down our road, and not a
few of thom stop in to rest. But you
were motoring by and had no chance to
do these things. So, of course, you would
lack understanding of the emotion that
made Jane, returning, exclaim: "This is
home; our flat in town never was one "

I think in that one sentence Jane
a&id about the whole of it. In coming
to the country we had no thought be-
yond reducing the cost of living, of
doing something to enable my salary
to s retch to cover our necessities, with
a margin left to provide for the In-
evitable rainy day. The country for its
own sake made no especial appeal.
But the question of profit or loss

somehow has become secondary. Our
successes and failures are merely in-
Cidental. The trials and tribulations,
the discomforts and inconveniences of
It are accepted now as matters of course.
We have worries and vexations, it is
true, but they are put aside at night
and forgotten in the morning. Now
that we habitually witness the glory
of the sunrise we have come more into
appreciation of the great miracle of
nature that makes of each day a new
one. full of promise and of possibilities.
There is dawning upon us a glimmeringOf what life means.
And If the rising of the sun brings

zest for work and achievement, its
going down is balm for throbbing
nerves and tired and aching bodies.
Evening In the country is a poulticefor every hurt of the most trying day.whether spent afield In blazing heat or
in the sweltsr of the city. Nature putsher house In order for the night, and
ihe blessing of silence comes down
i.pon the world, broken only now and
then by the sleepy chirping of a bird
r the call of insects. Lonely, you say?
Not if there is in your soul the same
eace that broods the earth.

Peace and a Home.
It is such peace as this which has

come to us, and which makes our ledger
and our cash book seem less important
than we had thought. We may not find
fortune in the country, but we have
found a home! That is the one big
vital fact of cur adventure.
But we have found other things as

well. Little Margery's healh Is no longer
a cause of worry. We came out here
In March and she blosso*red with the
flowers and budded with the trees. Outin the morning before the de is» dry,she goes all day long and s'eeps the
long night through; and th roses shepicks are no redder than the roses in
her cheeks cheeks the paleness of wl'ich
had made Jane anxious-eyed and fearful-
hearted. She 1* as happy as the birds
she loves to watch and tries in vain to
catch, and busy as the bees she has
learned to regard with respect and from
a distance. From a child mo e t .an
half spoiled and of more than average
selfishness, her affections have expanded
until they embrace all that walks or
flies or creeps. She pets everything that
will submit to petting and the animals
are as devoted to her as she to them.
Cid Bill, the horse; Lady. the cow, and
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even the pig follow her about as faith-
full yas does lier collie puppy, vying
with each other for her attention.

Isn't that a tremendously biff item to
urite down on the credit side of our

life's ledger?
What It Means to Boys.

Then there are the boys. In town Jim
and Ned had no conception of industry,
They had no chance to learn it. They
did their work in school, but there was

nothing else for them to do. I thought
little of it then, but 1 realize now it is
not good that boys should grow up

without certain duties to perform. It
makes them aimless and restless and af¬
fords no opportunity for them to learn
responsibility.

I don't think boys should lack a chance
to play. They should play a lot, but
they play with more enjoyment if they
have work to do. Jim and Ned haven't
become any paragons of industry. They
have to be proddod a good deal and
scolded some, but it isn't really be¬
cause they find work hateful. A boy's
mind is tilled with so many things he
has a hard time keeping it on what
his hands are supposed to be doing. But
a good deal of their work is half play
and a good deal of their play half work.
Thev look after their pigeons and rab¬
bits as faithfully as could be wished, and
as long as their popcorn required work¬
ing there wasn't much trouble getting
them to do it, though Ned was just a

little inclined to .'soldier" on Jim. They
have earned considerable n^vey one way
and another this summer, and, more to
the point, show a disposition to save it.
In town when a nickel or dime came

their wav it went at once for candy or

the "movies." There were few opportu¬
nities then for earning and even the
scant fruits of toll always had been
eaten up before night.

I think another large asset item can
be entered on account of the boys.
After Jane's "This is home," there

isn't much more that can be said in
respect to her. But in one way a

change has come over her that is
worthy of being noted. Always she
had been more silent than most women
are. She talked little and went about
her household duties uncomplainingly
but quietly. She sings now at her
work.

From a Man's Viewpoint.
Most people find it relatively easy to

talk of self, and I know I could write
volumes, of what the country has come
to mean'to me. But I shall confine the

autobiography to a few items most
pertinent to the subject. I don't have
the headaches nor the indigestion from
which I formerly suffered, and I don't
have the blues. My hands, to which I
used to devote considerable care and
of which I wasn't exactly ashamed, are
tanned and rough and calloused, and
the nails instead of being polished are
blackened and splintered. And still
I am not ashamed of my hands. I have
been so tired I could hardly drag one

foot after the other, but I have learned
to enjoy being tired that way. After
a bath, even in a laundry tub, there
comes a sense of luxury of body that
may be had only at the cost of aching
muscles. Athletes, no doubt, experience
it, but I had never been an athlete.
So much for the physical rewards.

The financial returns will have to wai*
for reckoning until the crops are har¬
vested and the books balanced. But
the mental profits already are apprais-
able. I have achieved peace of mind,
for I no longer fear the future. I am
not yet ready to say that it would be
prudent to give up my salary and turn
wholly farmer, but I do know where
a living may be had outside the gov¬
ernment service. In the past there al¬
ways stalked the grim specter of want
should mischance separate me from
the public pay roll. All my working
years have been spent in the service
of Uncle Sam, and in serving him I
have acquired no talent that would
mean a livelihood were I forced to seek
employment in private enterprise.
Knowledge of my incapacity made me
a coward at heart and ate up my self-
respect. I have endured from my su¬
periors things that made me lust for
murder, and knowledge that I dared
not resent them drove the iron into mysoul.

Country Means Emancipation.
To me, therefore, the country means

emancipation. I am only beginning to
learn the lore of the soil, btit I have
learned enough to know that given land
I can wring a living from it. My family
need not want. With the $5,000 which
Jane inricrited years ago and which re¬
mains untouched I could face the loss of
my position with comparative equanimity.
But 1 am determined that money shall

remain, as it has been, an emergenc>
fund of iast resort. I believe I can work|
out the problem of Independence without
it, and daily 1 grow in eagerness to try.
So now you see what it means most to
me. Ambition has taken the place of
the long years of stagnation.

I have a definite object now to work
toward, and I have set myself to the task
with more enthusiasm than I ever knew
before. That doesn't mean I have thrown
caution to the winds. I think I am1
planning my life more cautiously than
ever in the past. In fact, outside of con-
triving to hold my job there hadn't been
much plan to my existence. We struggled
to keep out of deot and made fitful at¬
tempts at saving, but they never lasted
long because there was lacking a definite
purpose. I am going to continue to hold
my Job for a time, or try to, and I can
do it now without any taint of the craven.
But I am going to devote every available
hour and every dollar we can lay aside
to the building up of a business of my
own right out here in the country.a busi¬
ness of corn and cabbages and "spuds,"
of chickens and eggs and milk and but¬
ter.
My contract for Sunny Knoll pro¬

vides that I may renew my lease for a
period «»f two years from next March.
At any time before expiration of the two-
year period I may exercise my option of
purchase at an agreed-upon price. That
is what 1 am going to do. And I am
guinn to do it out of the profits from the
place and the savings from my salary.

Big Job, But Possible.
I know it looks like a big contract,

but It can be done. I'll not be able to
pay all cash, but I can make an accept¬
able first payment. Then rent will stop and
what now goes monthly to the landlord
will help pay carrying charges. We have
figured it all out in family council, and
the program has unanimous approval
This is even more a first "home" to thi
chi.dien than it is to Jane and me. Th*
boys are eai er to help now, and thei:
help will grow more valuable each year
Ambit.on has come to them as well as
to me.
At the end of the first year I expect

we will have less cash in hand than wt
had when we started, but that isn't dis
couraging. Salary still just abou*
reaches from one payday to the nextthough there \p less painful stretchingthan was formerly the case. Also wc
have drawn rather heavily on the fev.
hundred dollars in cash we ha4 in the
bank. But the money hasn't gone merelj
'or things to eat and wear, with nothing
to show for it. We have a horse and
cow, a pig and chickens, a beginning
at implement equipment, both for farm-

ling and poultry raising, some new build
ings and fencing and a crop to h< hai-
vestcd that ought to make up at .east
what we have drawn from the l.anK
\s it is certain we would have saw;'iittlc or nothing had we remained i.;town, this should leave the livestock »n<
equipment as practically clear prom.
Besides, 1 have put into the toil a lot
of fertility, which I will not cash 011
until next year.
And there still remains n credit item

fnr the experience I have gained. 1 can t
help hut believe that ought to be worth
a good deal in real money next year.
When I started last spring my practical
farm knowledge was nil, and my program
was a "willing to try anything once af¬
fair I had no definite purpose excep, to
get out and dig and plant seeds and grow
something, anything, to eat. I made a

lot of mistakes, and some of them were
costlv. Of course. I still have an almost
appalling lot to learn and I am bound to
make other mistakes, but ! ought to off¬
set them through profiting by the mis¬
takes already made. I certainly will be
much better equipped next spring than 1
was last, and if I-break even this yeai
there ought to be a profit next.

A Foundation for Knowledge.
I remember that when I was a boj I

read Gibbon's Rome, waded through that
ponderous, heavy volume, with hardly a
glimmering of understanding. I was "cul¬
tivating my mind." If any single sprout
of erudition took root it perished long
ago, because the soil was too shallow to
sustain it. In the months Immediately be¬
fore we came to the country I read a lot
of agricultural text books and other farm
literature. It was much like my boyish
perusal of Gibbon's Rome. I hadn t the
rudiments of farm knowledge necessary
to a comprehension of what I read. This
fall and winter, when the evenings
lengthen and there is less outside work
to do, I am going over those books again
and with a "seed bed" prepared by what
I have learned this summer, they ought
to help a lot toward the realization of
my ambition to be a farmer.
gome of the most successful of our un¬

dertakings I was opposed to and fought
against them until forced by circum¬
stances.or by Jane.to take the step. The
cow Is an illustration. I didn't want a
cow, didn't want to undertake the care
of one. But Jane used moral suasion
and employed stratagem and finally had
her way. Today the cow is our "one
beBt bet." I wouldn't any more think of
trying to farm without her than without
sol! She promises to be the best cus¬
tomer I'll have for anything I can grow,
and, above all, she isn't a soil robber.
Kvery bit of fertility used up In growing
stuff for her to eat will go right back
to the soil. The same is true, of course,
of chickens. And when It comes to con¬
verting raw materials into finished prod¬
ucts, cows and chickens are world beaters.

Stock Farm in Miniature.
I realize that eight acres is an absurd¬

ly little patch of ground to be utilized
along stock-farming lines, but I am com¬
ing more and more to believe the prin¬
ciple is the correct one, no matter how
small the acreage. I have been strongly
disposed to the growing and sale of
vegetables as a source of income from
the place, but the cow and chickens are
gradually winning me over. There is Just
as ready a sale for milk and butter and
eggs and table poultry as for vegetables,
and their manufacture means continual
enrichment instead of depletion of the
soil.
As I have said before, no one can make

me believe poultry farming is any royal
road to wealth. On the other hand, suc-
cussful poultry farmers certainly do make
money. We suffered this year from both
hard "luck and inexperience and the liva¬
ble baby chicks we hatched cost us an
outrageous sum. But the three and four
months old pullets ar.d cockerels look
tine now and we have a flock that gives
promise of being, a good one to build
from.
Jane has never swerved from her de¬

termination to make a business of keep¬
ing chickens, and since the way the cow-
project panned out I am less than ever
Inclined to argue the matter with her.
Men are not often willing to credit wom¬
en with Judgment. AVe call it their in
tuition. But what matters the name it
goes by so long as it gives results.

Chickens to Be Watched,
Jane has today 135 pullets, part white

leghorns and part white rocks, besides
fourteen of the twenty hens we bought
from Mr. Brown. When the pullets get to
laying, the hens will have finished their
careers of usefulness, and will go into
the pot this winter to help keep down the
cost of living. The pullets we ale going
to make the basis of a strict test of the
possibilities of poultry. They will be fed
and cared for in the most approved man¬
ner. I am going to build trap nests anil
we will keep a record of the perform¬
ances of each individual.
Not only do we want to know which

breed of hens and which individuals lay
the most eggs, but we want to know
which ones lay the eggs when eggs are
bringing the highest prices In the Wash¬
ington markets. We will find private
customers for the few eggs we shall have
to sell, but we are going to do our figur¬
ing on the general market, that we may
have a line on the possibilities of profit¬
able sale for the output of from WW to
1000 hens. If our bookkeeping shows
that hens are more promis tig of profit
than truck gardening. It's hens for us
We'll switch our program and plan our
planting with a view to growing the
largest possible amount of chicken feed

E. S. M.

One on Her.
From the Smart Set.
Forester.How did you come to marry

your wife?
Lancaster.Oh, she seemed to take a

dislike to me when we first met. and I
wanted to show her she was mistaken.

Beginning Sunday School.
From Punch.
"And what do you know about Moses?"
..Please, teacher. It's my first Sunday

here and I don't know anybody."

%

HEARD AND SEEN HERE AND THERE.

By Earl Godwin.

Probably the only two men high up in

public life who look upon base ball as a

virulent form of dangerous insanity are

Postmaster General Burleson and Sena¬
tor Boise Penrose. Albert Sidney has said
over and over again that men who con¬

gregate in front of public scoreboards
should be arrested as vagrants, and
Boise, the chubby boss of the Keystone
state, scarcely knows which way to run
when a base hit !s scored. His attentions
to <-he political game have kept htm
from failing to touch second when a

home run was to be scored, but there is
a well authenticated story afloat in the
Capitol that T. R.'s friend Boise has seen
a base ball diamond only twice in his
life.
And this seems strange, too. Penrose

went to a. private school and later to
Harvard. He is considerable of a swim¬
mer. and rumor has it he rowed on a

Harvard crew of some sort, but that he
never paid the slightest attention to
base ball in all of those youthful years
before he contracted several hundred
pounds beneath his wesscut.
One of the two games of base ball he

has seen took place at the Polo Grounds
last year.one of the world's series, prob-

HE ATTENDED THE GAME WITH
GOV. TEXER.

ably. He attended the game with Gov.
Tener, who is president of the National
I-eague, and was at one time a star
pitcher for the Chicago White Sox. The
positive and negative of official base 'ball
fandom were incorporated right there in
that combination of governor and repub¬
lican boss of the state of Pennsylvania.
Penrose only went to the game because
he wanted to talk to Tener, and was sore
when an old-time White Sox player leap-
ed into Teller's box and began buzzing
base ball lingo like a bumble bee.
He took up half an hour of the valuable

time which Penrose had counted on. and
the republican boss was getting gloomy.
However, he thought he had better chip
into the conversation so as to appear to
be a regular sport, and he opened his end
of the conversation with this query:
"Tener, when you played ball, were

you the pitcher or the batter?"
v * * #

If all the first-termers in Congress
could understand just what many busi¬
ness men think of the national legisla¬
ture they would not have that feeling of
pride which vibrates throughout their
frames wherever they go. Evidently
Representative Fess of Ohio, who is a

first-termer, thinks he knows just what

the country thinks of Congress. And it
is not a high rating at that. A few days
ago when Fess was having fun with the
democrats for going through with a per¬
formance which Fess called "eating out
of the President's hand," he told this
story;
"A constituent of mine was sitting In

the gallery with his young son at the
opening of the day's session. lie saw

WITH HIS YOUNG SOX.

the members assemble, heard the Speak¬
er rap for order and heard the chaplain
pray. He asked his father:

" 'Why does Congress have to be
prayed for?'
"The father replied: 'My son, Congress

does not Jiave to be prayed for. The
chaplain takes a look at Congress and
then prays for the country.' "

* * * *
There Is something ever fresh and green

about the novitiate in the automobile
driving business. They all have so many
cute little experiences that one won¬
ders sometimes whether there is not a
special providence to look after them.
If they were left to bare bad fate, I am
sure they would all be crushed under the
wheels of hay wagons, fire engines, street
cars or brewery chariots, because they
certainly do take chances that no unpro¬
tected human could risk and remain
whole.
For Instance, take Frederick Steckman,

who is now taking chances daily with
Frank Lord's automobile while Frank is
in Maine with the democratic party en¬
deavoring to carry that state for the ad¬
ministration at the coming election. Fred
has been cautiously running around in
Frank's nice-looking car for a few days,
and it was simply a matter of time when
he would report that he had endeavored
to climb the side of a house.
Sitting down to lunch a few days ago,

ha remarked, with innocent accents:
"There are lots of things you must

learn before you .can run a motor car
properly."
"And what have you learned today?"

asked a friend.
"I learned that you must not enter

your garage at high speed," blandly re¬
marked Fred.
You can imagine what sort of an ex-1

perience he must have had to make that
remark.

* * * *

This same Steckman has had a heap of

experiences of odd sorts. At nnc time in
his youth he was somewhere in the mid¬
dle west, hundreds of miles from homo,
and. like all other youths, he llirted with
the god of chance at a roulette game
and found himself without one cent. And
he was miles from home, as I said before.
There were two things which worried
him. One was that he figured he would
not be able to get a meal for three days,
and the other was that he had made an
engagement with a girl in a neighboring
town and not only had no railroad fare,
but didn't even have 2 cents to write the
young thing and break the date. As
time progressed the first worry overshad¬
owed the latter, for it was a strange
town, and filled with harsh inhabitants
who did not believe in feeding good
looking young men. A handsome man
who was broke always raised a suspicion
in the minds of those pious souls who
had carved fortunes out of the soil of
that country.
However, Fred looked around the sta¬

tion platform and found a man who
seemed familiar. Sure enough, the fel¬
low turned out to be a friend of Steck-
man's father, but he was not particularly
enthusiastic about financing Frederick's
trip home, although he did go the length
of buying Freddie a ticket.
Now, it was a roundabout route. It

would take from Saturday to Monday to
get to Fred's home, as he had to make
a, change at a station where the connect¬
ing trains did not run Saturday nights or
Sundays. Fred had already gone hungry
Friday and had nothing to eat but ron-
ders Saturday, and starved again Sun¬
day hanging around that hot, uninterest-

HE WAVED TO FRED, AND FRED
ALL BUT FAINTED.

Ins water tank station with nothing to do.Perhaps the prodigal son had that sortof an experience when he was on hia wayhome to the fatted calf.
Monday when the connecting train

came along there was a dining car on it.and the sight of it nearly drove Fredfrantic. He crawled in a day coach as far
away from that diner an he could getand curled up miserably in his seat. Hefigured that if the train was more thanthree minutes late in getting to his home
town where his fond and generous par¬ents were he would die of starvation. It
was one long trail of hunger for Fred,and his thoughts were on the good thingsIn that dining car at every turn of thewheels. He said to himself that if he
coul£ get into that pantry he would eatit up clean, knives, forks, sardines, ta!>;linen and all. But he was not armed,
and he had no way of terrorizing thedining car crew.
He stepped oft the train with a weakand faltering step when it stopped at hishome town and walked alonR the plat¬form toward the dininc car 'n hl« h»'*-

starved condition he was ready to throw
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a rock through the window of th«» diner,
and would have done so had not he ob¬
served a man looking out of one of the
\v indows.

It was the conductor of the dining car.
lie waved to Fred, and Fred all but
fainted.
The conductor was one of his best

friends. They had gone to school togeth¬
er. Fred had saved his life at the old
swimmin' hole. They belonged to the
same high school fraternity. Had Fred
asked, he would have been allowed to
eat everything the car carried.
And Just at that moment the train

moved on.
And Fred has not played roulette (In a

strange town) since.

Somewhere there is a little schoolgirl
who has lost an enormous quantity of
letters. They are the kind you used to
write In school, behind your geography
book and flip through the air. I picked
up a heap of them on the road one day.

SIMPLY HAD TO READ THEM.
and simply had to read them. The hand¬
writing was difficult, and I placed the
ages of the writers somewhere in the ten-
to-thirteen-year class.
One of them was the very spirit of

ardent love. It read:
"Dear Myrtle you are so sweet and

preety I cant get my breth."
Never has anything impressed me as

that note did. I can imagine Myrtle as
she received it, turning up her little nose
and flouting her pigtail In the air, but
being secretly elated.
Then there was another, from a little

"Dear Myrtle: I have not studied my
lessons today a bit. we went to a pic¬
ture show last night. I Just hate George,
he is the stuck up pill."
And in the heap was the letter from a

Jovial young person who despises love
and hate. He Just goes in for humor, for
he has written:

Myrtle Myrtle
Is a turtle
And wore a girdle.

* * * *

Romances scarcely ever announce them¬
selves in advance, like circus parades and
other ready-made experiences. They
sneak upon you in the dark, and you are
not aware of their presence until they
are about to fly away. There was a
romance of this unannounced sort woven
not long ago, and It may have a lesson
for some of the unthinking men and
women of the day. People are Just as

prone as ever to hurt one another un¬

wittingly, and this little story, which is
true, shows how the modern Cinderella
was transformed to a sure-enough' prin¬
cess, after all:
She is a slender little girl, who is the

kind people don't go crazy about, al¬
though her qualities are golden. She is
dear and sweet, and Just as pretty as

story-book princesses, but probably she
doesn't take to modern ways, and there¬
fore suffered a cycle of unpopularity.

? * * *

girl:

TOLD THE GRAY LITTLE GIRL
THAT SHE WAS HEIR TO MILLIONS.

Also there was a young man, who
worked in a store, although his qualities
were golden. He is just the sort of a

lovable boy who simply cannot turn
himself to overcoming the very hard ob¬
stacles which must be removed before a

poor boy can become even moderately
successful. He is the kind of whom they
say. "He ought to marry a rich girl."
And his aunt, who is a grouch, would
add:
"But he will not. He probably will

marry some scatter-brained dollbaby who
hasn't a cent, and the two of them will
starve to death on $15 a week."
So the handsome youth with a golden

heart was invited to a house party in
the mountains where the gray little girl
also was a guest. The boy was as pop¬
ular as a youn^ hero, although there
were dozens of young men around,
all "eligible" as they say in the
marriage market. All the best young
women fought for him. which did not
turn his head a bit. However, the youth
noticed that the gray little girl was be¬
ing snubbed and left out of things and
that she didn't have partners at the
dances, so he threw everything aside and
went to her rescue.
The first day he went walking with

her.
The second day he went rowing with

her.
The third day be became engaged to

her.
The fourth day his aunt (the grouch)

said, "I told you so."
But they were married, and every one

wondered how they were to live.
Until
A gray haired man appeared upon the

scene and told the gray little girl that
the was heir to untoid millions. Just
how many 1 can't say, but it was a

terrific lot of money.
Whereupon the grouchy aunt said:
"I always thought that boy would

amount to something."

JJaturally.
From Judge.

"At any rate, I can truthfully say
my business is never at a standstill.''
"What is your business?"
"Moving pictures."
It matters little what It is that you

want.whether a situation or a servant
a want ad in The Star will reach the

person who will fill your need.
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RIFLE SHOOTING BEGINS
! AT INSTRUCTION CAMP
Student-Military Body Spends Long

Hour* on Range, and Some
Are Making Records.

STUDENTS' MILITARY INSTRUC¬
TION CAMP. Burlington, VI., August 1

.The students at the students' mili¬
tary Instruction camp at Burlington.
Vt., began their Ave days of rifle shoot¬
ing on the range at Fort Ethan Allen
last Monday. This work Involves long
hours, and the cadets are away from
their comfortable tents all «lay. Rising
time in the morning is forty minutes
earlier than usual, at f> o'clock instead
of 5:40 o'clock. After a hot. breakfast
the four companies of the battalion ar«

formed under arms, and by 6:30 o'clock
are well under way to the range, which
is about three and one-half miles
southeast of the camp at Burlington.
The students carry-field equipment to

the range. They make light their bur¬
dens, however, by singing different
popular marching songs".
The range Is reached in abo.ut an

hour, and tiring begins at once. Shoot¬
ing at the 200. 300. 500 and 600 yard
ranges, at both slow and rapid fire, is
included in the course, and the firing
covers both a practice and record
course. There are many fine shots
among the students. Many are qualify¬
ing as expert riflemen and as sharp¬
shooters, and a larger number am
marksmen.

Students Bun the Range.
The students do all the work neces¬

sary to run the range. Sergeants are

detailed as scorers, and the shooting of
each squad is supervised by its cor¬

poral. Each squad has its turn at work¬
ing in the pits behind the targets.
Each company has four targets for

its use, and two men shoot on each at
the same time. A lieutenant of the
company is in charge of each one of
the targets.
Dinner is prepared on the range, and

the students form bread lines for their
mess with their field mess kits. Their
only tables are the ground.
The companies start back to camp

about 4:30 o'clock and reach there in
time for a shower.and a good supper.
Retreat is omitted on these days. The
companies bivouacked in shelter tents,
commonly called "dog" tents, last night,
partly for the purpose of saving time
and partly: to accustom the men in
their life on the long hike, which be¬
gins today.
The Vermont National Guard is en¬

camped alongside the range for ten
days. The students may have some

field problems with the guardsmen be¬
fore long.

^Larger Area Necessary.
The lack of ground for the maneu¬

vers has proved a great drawback to
the present camp. The commandant
has been hindered by the fact that the
ground is not sufficient for the present
number of students, and the assured

growth of the camps in future years
makes a much larger area neces¬

sary. Capt. R. O. Van Horn of the gen¬
eral staff corps, who is in charge of the

organization of the camps, today said
that he was looking for a more suit¬
able maneuvering country. He arrived
July 26 to spend several days with t£e
students. He was known and liked by
many of the students here before this
summer, and he received a hearty wel¬
come.

,

A roster of the camp with the ad¬
dresses and schools of the students has
been prepared by I. V. Cobleigh ot the
Y. M. C. A. tent.
M. II. Davis of the V. M C. A. tent

will take the. week's hike with the bat¬
talion and will carry all the Y M. C. A.
tent conveniences possible. Stationery
and daily papers will be among his
itinerary. A small branch of the post
exchange will also go with the stu¬
dents.
Maj. Russell has been sent from

Washington to give stereoptican lec¬
tures on the Signal Corps. He gives
these in the University of Vermont, and
attendance is compulsory. The com¬

panies are marched to the university
about 7:30 p.m.
The field maneuvers were sadly inter¬

fered with lasi week on account of
rain. For this reason drill was con¬
ducted for the most part in csmp Part
of the work was instruction in tent
pitching, lire control and sub-caliber
rifle practice. One day was spent in
trench digging. This was interesting,
and was viewed from the standpoint
of both enemy and friend.
The battalion will be mustered out

about August 6, just after the hike.

Beards That Come and Go.
From the New York Tribune.
Just why our nation has looked as-

kance at elaborate beards it would be
an interesting task to .igure out. l'er-
haps merely because we are conserva¬
tive and when our nation took its birtii
from England clean shaving was th-
order of the day. Prior to that boards
had been "in" and "out time and tim«-
again amont; our ancestors. Kut with
the reign of Ciueen Anne every veetigt;
of beard. mustach«* anil whisker van¬
ished. and throughout the days of the
colonies, when Americans were fixing
their speech and dress and habits, hair
was not.
Guardsmen began to cultivate mus¬

taches in England a-ain around the days
of Waterloo, and the "Piccadilly weep¬
ers" marked the climax of returning hair
in the tW's. Hut America never followed
this lead with much enthusiasm. Beards
of a modest sort were not infrequent in
the bO's and iM»'s. but taking tneir rec¬
ord throughout Americans have well
earned their reputation for being clean
shaven. .

Perhaps we might be more decorative if
we were bearded like Abraham, Aga¬
memnon and King Arthur. But what is
the us-- of g6ing behind a national re¬
solve? There is something essentially
American about a clean-shaven fa<*e.
Frankness, keenness, good nature, effi¬
ciency.who knows how many of our
best characteristics might disappear if
we abandoned our national habits in
search of art!

Man and Baste.
From Loodon Opinion.
His Lordship (stranded in remote vil¬

lage in Ireland).Can I.aw.get any ac¬
commodation in th!s dismal hole?
"Yis, sorr, up at the Widdy O'Brien's.

She provides good accommodation for
man an' baste, sorr. Can I give ye man
a hand wid the bags, sorr?"


